A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE.               " $

it was proper that I should not speak, and one, the mention
of which, it was early instilled into me, wonld only occa-
sion my remaining parent bitter sorrow. Therefore upon
ifeh topic I was ever silent, and with xne, from my earliest
recollection, Venice was a name to be shunned

My father again married. His new bride was a daughter
of the country which had adopted him. She was of high
blood, and very wealthy, and beautifal in the fashion of her
land. This union produced two children, both males. As
a child, I viewed them with passive antipathy. They were
called my brothers, but Nature gave the lie to the reiterated
assertion. There was no similitude between us. Their
blue eyes, their flaxen hair, and their white visages claimed
no kindred with my Venetian countenance. Wherever I
moved I looked around me, and beheld a race different
from myself. There was no sympathy between my frame
and the rigid clime whither I had been brought to live. T
knew not why, but I was unhappy. Had I found in one of
my father's new children a sister, all might have been
changed. In that sweet and singular tie I might have
discovered solace, and the variance of constitution would
perhaps between different sexes have fostered, rather than
discouraged, affection. But this blessing was denied me.
I was alone.

I loved my father dearly and deeply, but I seldom saw
him. He was buried in the depth of affairs. A hurried
kiss and a passing smile were the fleeting gifts of his
affection. Scrupulous care, however, was taken that I
should never be, and should never feel, neglected, I was
overloaded with attentions, even as an infant. My step-
mother, swayed by my father, and perhaps by a well-
regulated mind, was vigilant in not violating the etiquette
of maternal duty. No favour was shown to my white
brethren which was not extended also to me. To me also,
Sbs tne eldest, the preference, if necessary, was ever yielded.